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absence I provided for her ? I would rather throw my purse into
the ditch, and spend my time in nursing mangy whelps, than ever
more bestow the smallest care on such a thing. Pshaw! At first
I got letters of thanks, notice of places she was staying at; and,
finally, no word at all, not even an acknowledgment for the money
I had sent to pay the expenses of her lying-in. 0! the treachery
and the fickleness of women are rightly matched, to get a comfort-
able living for themselves, and to give an honest fellow many heavy
hours."

CHAPTEB VIII.

WILHELM'S feelings, on returning home after this conversa-
tion, may be easily conceived. All his old wounds had been torn
up afresh; and the sentiment, that Mariana was not wholly un-
worthy of his love, had again been brought to life. The interest
which the old man had shown about her fate, the praises he gave
her against his will, displayed her again in all her attractiveness.
Nay, even the bitter accusations brought against her contained
nothing that could lower her in Wilhelm's estimation; for he, as
well as she, was guilty in all her aberrations. Nor did even her
final silence seem greatly blamable; it rather inspired him with
mournful thoughts. He saw her, as a frail, ill-succoured mother,
wandering helplessly about the world; wandering perhaps with his
own child. What he knew, and what he knew not, awoke in him
the painfulest emotions.

Mignon had been waiting for him; she lighted him up-stairs.
On setting down the light, she begged that he would allow her,
that evening, to compliment him with a piece of her art. He
would rather have declined this, particularly as he knew not what
it was; but he had not the heart to refuse anything this kind
creature wished. After a little while she again came in. She car-
ried a little carpet below her arm, which she then spread out
upon the floor. Wilhelm said she might proceed. She thereupon
brought four candles, and placed one upon each corner of the
carpet. A little basket of eggs, which she next carried in, made
her purpose clearer. Carefully measuring her steps, she then
walked to and fro on the carpet, spreading out the eggs in certain
figures and positions: which done, she called in a man that was
waiting in the house, and could play on the violin. He retired with
his instrument into a corner; she tied a band about her eyes, gave